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A Portuguese was standing in Offenbach's room, a small,
dark man whose card described him as Olavo Eca Leal and
who I subsequently discovered had been doing a radio
newscast in Lisbon with another Portuguese. Goebbels'
agents came along and hired him to broadcast German
Propaganda into Portugal from Berlin.  They paid him two
undred dollars a week.   The British Broadcasting Com-
pany 'hired his partner the next day for the same job in
London, and they have been meeting on the air in Portugal
and Brazil from the two capitals each night since,
Offenbach spoke no English ; Leal did, and asked if he
could help me. I asked him to go out and telephone the
American embassy. I couldn't afford to leave Herr Offen-
bach, who was fooling around with a lot of other papers on
bis desk, but ignoring my pass, and watching the clock for
time to go home. At the stroke of five, Offenbach stood up,
knocked out his pipe, put on his hat and coat, and started
to leave. But like a one-man contingent of the United
States Marines, H. F. Cunningham, of our embassy,
arrived. You could all but hear the bugle calls as he came
through the door. Speaking perfect German, he gave that
petty Hitler the talking to of his life. He told this beady-
eyed Nazi in fifty different ways that he couldn't go home.
Offenbach didn't know why he couldn't go home, but
Cunningham was outshouting him.
This gave me my chance to get out and telephone
General-Consul Diel, on the assumption that no official any
where in the world likes to have his orders thwarted. The
general-consul was no exception. He telephoned Offenbach
to countersign that pass, and cpickly. And then the cat
came out of the bag. Hofrat Reimke, the Potsdam Gestapo
bigwig, had gone around Diel's authority after all. When
he couldn't make his intrusion stick earlier with Diel, he
telephoned Offenbach's den, where he knew I would have
to go, and blackballed the general-consul's pass. By this
time Cunningham and I were sitting down and taking it
easy. Offenbach was a very busy man. Diel and Reimke
were getting at each other through this bewildered bureau-
crat. Offenbach's hand gripped the telephone, his feet
shuffled on the floor, perspiration stood on his thick fore-
head, his little eyes darted and blinked like a fox caught